252         THE  MEMOIRS   OF JACQUES   CASANOVA
'Ladies,' said he, pointing to an enormous bundle, 'here
ire your things. Madame Zenobia will assist you while we
dress in the other room.'
He took up another packet, and when we three were alone
he opened it. We all burst out laughing when we saw
women's clothes—chemises, embroidered slippers with high
heels, superb garters, and richly laced night-caps. Nothing
was forgotten, silk stockings with red and yellow clocks,
stays, petticoats, fichus, fans, workbags, rouge-box, masks,
gloves, all was perfect! We helped each other to dress, and
when all was done we looked shabby enough, except the
young officer, who might have passed for a pretty woman.
We opened the door, and saw the three girls standing with
their backs to the chimney-piece dressed in men's clothes,
looking like three young pages, minus the effrontery. We
men on the other hand presented ourselves with affected
modesty and an air of timid reserve, which ill accorded with
our inches. After two hours at table we rose, and gloom
overcast the two beautiful cousins. They did not at all like
going to the ball in this guise, and said so.
'Very well,' said I; *we will play games, make punch,
and amuse ourselves, and when we are tired we will go to
sleep!'
On Shrove Tuesday, as there was no ball, I went to the
tables, where I lost all the money I had about me. I was
just leaving when a woman, disguised as a man, gave me a
card and made signs to me to play on it. I laid it down
before the banker, telling him I would stake a hundred
sequins on it. I lost, and lost nine hundred more in succes-
sion, for which I gave a note, payable next day. As I was
leaving the rooms the ill-omened mask, accompanied by
another mask, came up to me, and the latter, taking my
hand, whispered that if I would go to the inn of the 'Three
Kings' next morning, I should meet an old friend.
Who is the friend?'
'Myself.'
*And who are you?*

